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would have liked to perform that instant, a trick that in-
volved the immediate disappearance of Mr, Fred Mitty.
It was Saturday night, the little party was in full swing,
and they were all in the front room, all, that is except
the Mitty girl and Edna, who had gone out together for
an hour or so, probably round to the pictures. In addi-
tion to the Mitty pair, there were Dalby and Mrs. Dalby
(whose sister told fortunes with cards). Mr. Smeeth
had seen the room when it had had more people in it,
but he had never known it when it had seemed so full.
He had always thought of Dalby, who lived at 11,
Chaucer Road, was a bandy-legged insurance agent, and
fancied himself as a wag and a great hand at parties,
as a noisy chap, but compared with Fred Mitty he was
quiet and decent and merely another Smeeth. It had
not taken Mr. Smeeth ten minutes to discover that he
disliked Mitty intensely, and everything that Mitty had
done and said since (and for the last hour or so he had
insisted on calling Mr. Smeeth "Pa") had only in-
creased that dislike, which did not stop short at Fred
but extended to Mis. Mitty and the girl, Dot. He had
never known three people he had disliked more.
Mrs. Smeeth's cousin was a fellow in his early forties
who had probably not been bad-looking once in a cheap
flashy style. He had curly fair hair, very small, light-
coloured greedy eyes, a broken nose, and a large loose
mouth that went all out to one side when he talked
He reminded Mr. Smeeth at once of those cheap
auctioneer chaps who take an empty shop for a week
or two and "pretend they are giving everything away,
Mr. Mitty's complexion seemed to be permanently rich
and rubv. and it had evidently cost somebody a good
deal in its time, though—as Mr. Smeeth assured him-

